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SCENE,—A mean aparimeni, o, doors, with steps, stair- 

| €afe,bomnistert, &-.- window mm fla:, through which ihe . 
opposite house is seen —door R. H.~ @loug shelf om %. Hs 
_ fait, on which busens, Spoons, &cy are placed—a large 
deal tutle R. B., over wath are pegs for the boys eaps, 
“| on whick they hang—-a quanti‘y of slates cre hung L. HR. 
—malirasses ranged against the walt —b- come, brushes, 
sacks, hurdy gurdy cage of wht'e mice is standing on a 
stool 1. U. with Paul's hat on, with his puppeie near tiem 
Rugged seholurs oslecp. Dayb) eck, As the cur tdin rises, 
the clock strikee siz. Music Raw isheare. Downy 

Bill rises from matsress a. U. yowning vivlently. 


Bilt. The gash ie Lextinyuished ia the street, ite time 
‘for us chaps to shake our feathers. (yuwus.) What a haw- 
ful night L've passed—one blanket and afiea! i've been 
» dreaming thet i wae changed into a eoffce miti, and the 
policeman was grinding me to death? (rises.) Coulin’t 
sleep a bleased wivk. Our boys are all enng enough— 
(putting on his red shirt avd black apron. and crossmg te 
L, n., peeps in ot door)—an'! «o's little Pu ui—he’s so ine 
necen!, ow, leds, the suw’s up, and the lamps ia out - 
Yains hke vinking! Vo'nt i: be a plummy cay for the 
blacking trade! ſeall · ) Come, get up! (The boys tun 
on their matrasses lazily, yowning.) Ob! Ti socn stir 
yeu. (bawling.) Coffee { Cocoa! (they ald scart up quick, 
avd commence clearing away their bedding, which they pack 
up neatly against L. c. flat.) Ali! ah! they're alwaye 
reails further cocsat Now then, get your bro-hea ready, 
a clean shoe, and a good polish—ali for a penny! There's 
nothing dike cur *eadems for polishing up understandings». 
Nothing like a Ragged Scho.l! 
Boys. f believe yer—uuifen } 
Billi, “Specially for ue unfortunate jafants what never 
— 
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had any mothers, of friemls, to larn us pothing—but mise 

chief, and that we took to — worse luck —until-the 
ale arnest chari‘ahie folk« up Ragged Schools, picked 

Us out of the street<, and ciapae kuowledge into our nod- 

ties, and brushes into oer daddiks—telling us te go to work 
ke bricks | 

Boys. Ah! and don’t we too, 

Bul Rather—a eetle! —* scrape off the dirt—we 
scrape up hinformation— we kuows. homan natur by his 
boots! Thére’s many a tipstop swell wich a hole in his 
sole —4ikewise them with poor ‘clothes has often gon¢ 
understandings. Leather’s everything — always stick to 
lesther, boys! Ard now then,a!l dn you get your slate, 
and let's wort at our figuree. (they do 80, forming in a line 
across the stage.) Now then, bow many’s 7 and 6? 

(The boys chalk on their slates, counting theis fingers, hes 

g ving vartovs anewers, Gc.) - 

Dick, Twe ty nine! 

Sammy, (counting his fingers) Twelve } 

Bell Twelve tt is—and 9? 

Dick. Seventy four! 

Bill. Pickles! how can that be? here's 12 of ‘em, end 
@ of ’em writing on slate, and counting strokes, 2i—now 
what do yon make of 21 pence—bow much you, Sulky? 

Sammy. One and nivepence. 

Bil. Let's see—how Jo 1 put down that? Ob! know, 
—1 pots down one, and carries the ninepence, there, that 
do this morzing—look out t-morrow, wr your cocoa will 
be cat off. 

Poul. (voice heard at L. B. door.) Mother, dear, I want 
you! 

Dick. Ob, crikey! he wants hs mamma! 

Bill, Werry natural if he does, you never had none to , 
wast, you was breught ep by hand—( Semmy laugas:— 
what sre you lsezhiog it, there's ovffin to brag cu in your 
domestic *conemy, for your mother wax a one legged Greene 
wich pensioner. (all laugh, gocs to duor L. H.) Get up, 
hetle Poul its time 19 tone your inusic. 

Music. Puud enters s'owly from t. BR. dressed as a 
S$ voyard, 5 


Paud. 1 was dreaming of my home, far away—(locks — 


roun?,) It wae too much hanpines< even to dream a bont · - 
my home ia here now. (shudders, and sits on sfool L. #.) 


Bill, And a prime ’un it is— weather tight, and taxes — 


perid—no cutting off the water or stopping the gash ip this 
tes . e $s 6 — — — 2 
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Paw. Yes—aii my geod friends. a 

Bill, ’Cos they're oblized to be—tet me catch any of "em 
touching your mice, that’s ai!—it would scon he one for 
his nob, and two for ks heels. ( squares.) ; 

Poul, Always taking my part. 

Bill, Well, its no more than my dooty—the strony’ane 
should pertect the weak’uns—jea-tways, that’s what we 
learn heres besides, you"re such a precious himnovent iu 
the codges ia the «treets—thems the piaces.to sharpen your 
wits, and aweep the dust out of your eyes! 

Paul. | cen wé¥er repay you. 

Bd!, Don} waxt nove—you're welcome, only earn the 


browns, I'ma Contented. M.mey’s the ticket to clear every- 
body’s gate. 


1 


Enter Mr. Brown, c. F. 

Brown, Come, my lads, look alive, get ready hefore 
breakfmst,—it’!l be a rare day fur us. 

lst Boy. Where’s my shiner! 

2nd Boy. Somebody's got my ecraper, its o shame, 

Sammy. There's no soft brush in my lor. 

Paul. My mice are hid away. : 

Bill. Come—no larks wich the hinteresti g quadruples. 
Who’s got the mice? F 

1st Boy. Oh, 1 kuow about them there mice—Sulky 
Jones hax been and gone and put one in his blacking 
bortle. 

Bill. Very good, Mr. Sulky—we'l] settle thix by and by, 

(Jones and Bill begin to square alone another.) _ 

Brown. No quarrelling, boys, its against the rales— 
love each other as brothers. 

Bidl. Bot don’t give away your linen. 

( Boys begin fo get the table ready for breakfast.) 

Brown, (crossing te Paul.) Paul, how is it you brought 
fo little home yesterday. 

Paul. II gave some of my haifpence to a poor woman 
that was crying for bread, if you please, sir. 

Brown. (pate his head) I do please—alwaysdo ir, good 


Ragged Schooi— he’s 2 Raeged Hangei ! 

Sammy. Oh yes, because he’s a furunner, he's better than 
the rest of us I suppose,—with his fine delicate hamds avd 
face, white asa sheet of papereewhy don’t he work like 


ue? Always getting the vest bed, und iargest share ef 
breakfast. . 


Bin. He’s a hange|—if ever there was ap hangel io « 
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Brown. No grambiing! yow should pity the poor lad 
without friends or a country. 

Bill A bingered orphan! Tell *em how you pickedhim 
up, aod silence theirug!y mouths, Do it guv’aor? ( slaps 
his batk.) 

Jane. (without) Breakfast! Cocoa! 

(Boys all run to table.) 

Bit, How eager they are after cocoz ! 

Enter Jane carrying a large-can of ecffee, Tims following, 
carrying @ basket of bread. 

Brown Your basovrs—quick! (boys give them.) 

Bill. Who's swaliowed my sijvez jadie ? 

Jane. Good morning, uncle,—how’s my little favocrite™ 
thie morsiag 2? (te Paué.) 

Pau! Weil, ( thank you, Miss Jane, (sits on @ stool 
alse. The boys are served with breakfaet, Tims serving 
out 6: cad.) 

Bilt (taking a vig loaf out of basket.) Stop 1 the biggest 
oaf for we tittle "Un, (gives ct to Paul.) What you can't 

eat put in your pocket. (/akes Ais bason, stirs it rowid 

with spoon.) Hello! my cocoa seems thick this muroing== 
qtukes out @ ehila’s sioe.) Holio! Jane— have you beea 
boiiing 8 bal¥ 0 the coena—-(all daugh)—I iike leather 
well enough, but sotin my cocor. I sas, Jane, dun't give 
me all the delicacies next time—divide ‘em. Tims, how 
ere you, Tims— ig there avytbi» 4 1 can do for Gqu, Tims, 
thie fine morning ? 

Tims, You di. quite enough yestesday, knock ed me dows - 
and kicked the basket over by mistake, e.  ™ °° igaine 

- that’s ail. . 

Bili, With pleasure! Next time 1°] break that Plaster 
of Puris head of yours, (‘hey square.) 

Brown, Come—no disputing - Tims is a very good lad, 

Bill. Avd very soft. 

Jane. 1"!\ acv~er for that. 

Tims, Jane, don’t harrish my feelings! 

June. Don’t you be foolish. 

Bill, Can't help it—he was waccicaied with it! 

Tims, Wha: do you mean by that? 

Bt. Nuffin ! you’! uaderstand zhat. (at! laugh.) 

Tims. I won't be laughed at by youcisps, master shall 
serve you himself. I'd sooner list for a soger than submit 
to have my sensibilities «trangulated, ane to be held up as 

Su obelisk of scorm, by ome | whose siadow and shoestrings 

4 worship—its too mi ch—a deal too much fcr any thing— 


Ss but a alligator co swallow, [taut &. F. cryenge) 


” 
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Bili. Here, take your shop with soo. (He throwe the 
basket down sigirs afier him. 4 noise heard of failing 
dows stairs. All laugh.) ' 

Bili, 4 ithe effect of love, going the wrong way. — 

Brown, Time's up boys! 

; ( They eat fast and tise, boys clear ali 

Jone. (B.) You have scarcely touched yours Pawi, 

Paul. (L.) f have little appetite. 

Jane, Are you uchapps ? 

Paul. Can I be otherwise—far from my dear country. 
~ (sighs ) 
| : bet. Ose blessed thing, a!! couatries are the same te 
me, I'm never out of town- and for home, 3 vever bad 
o 


J 





8 
dane. (to Pawl; My ucele is a friend, and I ences 
to be One, ‘ . 

Bown Come, come—shake off this melancholy ad — 
aed set about earniay money sufficient to reture te Bae 
wer, * 

Puul. Ob! yes, yeas I wili work day and sight tor ib 

(rises, and goee up R. HY 

Jane. Tt was a great cruelty to steal the poor child from 
his nvcive country: why Jothey kidnap these Italian hoys, 
uncle, and bring them to Fagland? 

Brown. lix a speculation in roguery, ms dear, by a set 
of desiyning wretches, who have estabiisiied themselves in 
London cad Paris—white slave owacra - by whom bexgary - 
is systemative!, Deoo ye d 9 false promise⸗, these poor 
lads are euticed from their homes und frends to beeome 
beygarsand outcasts—aupp ying with their m «erab‘e carne 
ings, the grasping covetousness of unprincipled task 
mas‘ era, (crossing to Ra) 

Blt No one took the trouble to steal me—I wasn't 
‘worth it! (clock strikes seven.) Fall is—shoulder your . 
broom.. and make ready—present your brushes— (looks at 
bottle.) Giuger, you've been mixing mud with your black» 
ing, fiued a penoy—No. 6, your brushes won't do, they’il 
have to go iatothe country fur change of hair, (To another 
boy.) What do you do with your brushes—here’s a'l the 
edges worn away P I think you must clean your resth with 
the.n : don’t let me caich you at it, or you'll have to brush. 
No. 74, I’ve got something to say to you: don’t eat #0 
mach stale pastry if youwas to cat it for six months, it 
would never craw the inflammation out of your vegetable’ 
head, Shou'der broome—march ! (alt run off leughing— 


Madi kicks the dass one off.) * Master, Ive got somethype 
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buttoned up ander my wai-tcvat thet I oan%t get rid 
ot! - * 
Brora, What ix it? 2 " 


Bili, Lean't tell, it keeps me awaxe sil night—takes 


, AWOY My appetite and spires. T feei to want a—s somes 
thing hesides myseit. 
Drown, (langh 3’ You're never iv love, Bill? 
Bid, Lfeel etupid enough! Yes, I *spose Jam in love 
with Jane, but i don’t iike ro tefl her, Many a time I've 


tried to write my mind to ber, but alway stuck at 
i—O-V-E! 
Brown. Jane, dear, here’s rene, William, infove. ~ 


Jane. Lal with whon. ? 

Bill. You, mies, if you please. 

Jane Butl don't please, sir,- I wonder at your —* 
tinence. (eressing to him.) 

Bild, Well, 1 wonier at myself—but I’ve done it. 

Jane. A miserable ehjec: like you to prexame to look up 
to me.indeed! (crossing tack !o L. Be) 

Bill, She caiis me a miseralle ohject—I can’t bear it. 
Goos uve, master! (Gives boi ite. ) Keep this for my sake, 
you'll read a coroner's inquest in fo —“* iaer. 
if you want to find mes-middie arch, Waterloo Bridge. 
(rushes out ®. F.) 

Brown. (loughivg) Come tack, doy,—don’t make an 
avs of yourself, [Exit after him, 

Bill, (without) 1 shan't—the tide’s — 1 can't 
5* iim. 


Pant, (coming daton BR. H.) Yuu have hurt his feelings, 


Jatie (1...) Serves him righi—iove u.e, indeed | 

Paul. Every one doeg- 

Jane, | dou’t want every one; there is but one— whois 
it, guess ? 

Paud. 1 can’t cuess. 

Jane. Can you see P 

Park My eves are open, 

Jane, (¢.kes his hand) Why do you tremble—sit hy me 
(they sit.) Speak ? 

Paul, (ev ive nothing to sa y. 

Jane. How strange! I suppoee—now mind, bonl, 
Say FUppuscme young girl admired you, what we uld you 
dot 


. Paul, Nothing. 
Jane, Insereibie creaturea-I like you very mele 
Paul, Vharj, you, Mox- Jane. 
Joac, Whai ie it you bke more than apy chide 


* 


« 

















‘blue firmament, avd the trembling stare, I-shuuld cuusen:, 
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Paul, My white mice, 

Jane Paul, 1 hate soa! (turns from bio.) 

Paul. Hate me ! 

June, Am 1 nebody! why can’t you speek ost? If 
oved you, what wouls you aay P 

Paul Nothing. 

Jane. Its ai! nothing, a kuow wat love is, 

Paul fs it anzthing to eat 

Jane. Eat! its all raptere, excitement, devstion 
what vou read about in books—ia ‘erlinys of fi-e! 

Pow. Fire; Ah! fire—tha: begins and ends im smoke. 

Jane You are unlike every ove else. 1 am universally 
edmired—rua. after! 

Paul, So are my puppets. (opens box.) They re erent 
favorites with the publ c. This is my principal daneer,s— 
morbleu ? her lege are iamaged. This venth man, sith a 
wooden head, ig my great troged.an. Me fui * he has many 
living brethren te coupienance him. ; 

Jane. He wont notice me—Paul, i’m very bad. 

Powl., You must grow better, Miss Jane. - 

Jame, Ungrateful t 

Paul, No, no—(runs fo her) aot ungrateful ; 1 am ready 
te do anythiay you wish, 3 

Jane. Listen to me, ee 

Paul, If it pl-aves you. (to puppets.) The comedy must 
* PI put the grand duke to Sicep. (puisihe pupz ers 
in bez. 

hey (simpering) I wish—— 

Paul. So dot. 

Jane, ‘To what? 

Paul, To go to my puppets. (ge*s up R. Be) 

Jane. You teave me-—(Biil re appears, c. FP.) why is it, 
am I ao disagrerable, marbie youth? 

Wi, Marbie youti. . she means me—the image of De- 
pair, 

Jone. Why not cast himself on his — 5* invokioy the 


‘ 






L 


and answer “ Yes,*” 
Bal. (rushing down c.) 1 dove declare myself bs the 
trembling stars und the biue fuoniment. (kneehng. A 
Jane Ape! have you returned from-— 
Kid, Waterloo Bridge ! Ive been looking at te water, 


- Couldnt do its besides, | lucking met with a chap that’s 


Ging to get me intothe Fine Arte, ar the National "Cadems, 
Where they hangs and hides the picters, 
ane, “Laruiug house pareter, ht pees 
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Bill. Something bigder, miss, I'm to be a model for them 
to paint from—a living study. Five bobs day for hersice 
and historicals—three bob and a joey for miserable objects 
and dead uns—bdut they wont give me more than two bod 
= day for dead aus, evs I’m so restless. { muet let my hair 
grow Jike one of the old coves uf the middie ages. Whe. 
spree—who'll cut it! Here’s a fellow they call * Cr: 
jnwading Brixton with his Rummun-=,"" (stands in attitu 
we've heen rom ‘uns ever since, But I'll teil the eo 
likes best, that ise—A Dying Alligator. (Music, he t 
lesque the attitude of the Dying Gladiator ) A_ three 
touch—only a dead un: my ‘riend tells me Hero's 
Hombuss always pays best ncw a days, If the hartsd 
friz. Pi try che iocomoti ve tine, and set lecifers a 
a ‘box, That wacer trick betwixt Lord Fitzmuddie 
another extinguis.ed mobiemao warnt a very bad go, se 
a taousand goolden severeigns. and a thousand gold wed . 
rinze, ina thousand mieut-s, to a thorsand different ; 
y'r, in a thousand different places. Here—here! only a 
pennyeyong! going! the last two and twenty {—goirg! 
gving! ; 

Jane. You've tried many trades] fear you are fond of 
tcheming. 

Bill. Who aiat! Shipwrecked sailors, in a country town, 
are the cheexe,~’speciaily when they never see @ ship. 
(‘mi‘etes.) Poor Jack. yer honor! watorlogged on alee 
shure, wounded on beard of H.M.S. * Antipophigo,” 
fighting yard arm and yard erm with the mounsee:s— 
every soul on board was killed but I and the he biily goat. 
—mr skull wa split righ: chroogh with a cutlass, and por 
Biliy pinned to the mast with a boarding pike, Just as 
they was going ta heave ws overboard I moved my fiom 
they clapped us into bilbovs at Brest - one day 1 cut and 
run, swam ten miles and a-half to fixbing smack #5) 
poor Billy oa my back, with a 90 gun battery plasing with 
ovr precious heads,—-the balls curried away my tarhoard 
pin, and Billy’s whiskers, Copper for poor Jack, rer 
honor! (they laugh.) 

Paul. (comeunz dutyu with his puppets) You areacomedy 
—moere se than my tragedian, the Grand Turk, 

. Bill. What's a Grand Taik—why dpn’t you try the 

monkey rig ? monkiesis fachionabie — ‘specially whan they 7 

happen to wa'k va two legs. Iii show you how, if son'll | 

play themusic. ( Music.) | 

Paul plays his hier’y gutdy— Bill imitates @ mon. cy, acting 
% with a cap, and squeaking to symphony 
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Paul—Soxe. 
( The Music may be had vf Duncome.) 
From Werne | bring the news, 
Will tickle the heart, ma fold 


With my la, ta, jai I the wotid command, 
La fille, with ha, ha, he! 


{Dances the puppels, monkey going round 
with cap.) 


So we dance, aud sing, and ja 
Vive Jn beauty we quaft— * 
Ec ia fortune de i’ guerre! — 
And a tin, tiu, tin, and atan, tan, ten, 
Aud atin, tin, tin, end a tan, tan, tac, 
| (Dances monkey with cap.) 


My wrand Turk, so delonaire, 

id gtace extraordinaire, — 
Wich tine steps, just come from France, 
All the world must now entrance, 


( Monkey going rvund with cap.) 





Then, mafoi ! my monkey's grace, 

in vour heart will wia 2 place,— 

He is oo gay, so very good, 

When his tricks ate undevespod. 
With a tin, tin, tio, &c. 













Jane. Beautiful! 
Bilt, You tt get ae rich as a Cslifernian gold director— 
tetire from business—take a willa—aod smoke havaonahs 
ul, (sighs, takes up the bor of puppets.) | must show 
ms petties to the good! ladies, adieu, Mordteut my grand 
Turk is impatient to dispiay his fixe talemre, and the pree 
mier danseuse vager fur appiause, Adiev, adiex ! 
. (Exits dancing and singing, ‘ With a tin, tin, 
tin,” &c. C. F. 
Jane, Why do 1 admire the neglectful creature. ‘ 
Bil, Count me one=if you wont have me! Len list fo 
asoger, and get sbet through the wita's, 
Jane, No mere nonsense, if vou pl. ise, vir, —leave me f 
(lure: away.) 
Bil. “ Bor ever— and if for ever, fare thee well!” When 
me sitting on tov uf a tombstgne, pining vat 4” - 


(Dances monkey, going round, sampling em \ 
tabde.) 


N 


— 


12 THE RAGORD scnoer. * 


with melancholy, then that hard heart of yours will coften 
whee I’m gune—wiped off the siate uf life—you'll went 
me rubbed on again; bat it'l! be too late. I’ve no relish 
for bvsiness—brooms and ‘brushes can’t stir my 5 trem 
a wet day now damps my feeliag«, and muddy honts 

no pieasure,— my Deart’s like a paving stone, and you're a 
breaving it up. ·⸗ 

| Exits slowly c. ¥. weeping, with ragged handkerchief.) 

Jane, Never was - poor girl go teaxed und pligued— 
treated by indifference by the only person I really eateem— 
absolutely negiected all my attentions disregarded—its™ 
enough to provoke any girl! 

Re-enter Mr. Brown, ¢. F. 

Brown. Muttering to yourself, child—what is the sub- 

Jane. Annoyance. % 

Brown. Pray keep it to yourself then, I’ve sufficient of 
my owe. I suspect you are mere than inclined to treat 
Master Pau! as a lover than a brother,—be carefui, he is 
very young, 

‘ane. You know his age then? 

Brown. I ought to, itia now ten years since he was 
entiusted to my care by an itinerant Italian organ player 
He was attacked by sudden illness in the village 1 came 
from and died, leaving this poor jad totally friendless, then 
amerechiid, Previous to b's death, the mao state.|!, that 
Pau! had been mysteriousls left in his cottaze in Savoy, 
jofant, with this slip of paper attached eo his clothes 
( shows paper.) “On the 12:h of Maret, each year, yo 
will receive the sum of 12 Jouix for the chiid’s maintaic- 
ance. Be careful and watebfu!! ' 

Jane, La, biexs me! perhaps he’s seme wrand nobleman 
in disguise, and has plenty of meney. Dear Paai! I loge. 
him better than ever. 

Brown. For several years the money was punctually 
paid. When it ceased, bis protector commenced a life of. 
vagtancy, came to England, aod thus the boy feli into my 
heads, ‘ 

Jane, What cruel parents to abandon such achild, 

Brown I xbould like’to discover them! 

Jane, So should i. unele. Who knows—he thea perhaps 
might marry and serie. J koow of am excellent matgh 
fur him, every thing he could possibly desire in a wife, 

Brown. A wife! Ha! ha! heat Thats bis busines; 





not mine. 


Zul, uncle l— E 
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Bown. He’d never svit you. 

Jane. I’m cot particular, 

Brown, Ha, ha, ha! bat/heia! Depend on this, the lad 
has no ideaof « wife—nor vf you Jane! } 

Tims. (withew c-) Mr. Brown ! Mr. Brown! where are 
yout 

R 


rown, Here! here! where are rou man ? 


Time rushes in c. and falla—he has a bundle in his hond. 

Tims. min a harry—Master Paul— 

Jane, Waet of him——speuk # 

Past. (returning c, hastily) He'll speak for himself if 
youplease, Mies Jace, I had just commenced my comedy, 
the grand Tork had mace hia how, and the dancer turned 
a vr before an admiring crowd in St. James's Square, 
when—— 


Brow. Wher a policeman disturbed you? 

Paul. Ne! a fine carriage drove op. 

Tims. Nearly driving over me. 

Poul, A sweet, kind tady, looked ont—beckoned me 
towarde ber: she took my han!, and told me my features 
teminded ber of a long lost ebiid. 

Jane. Well, i'm sure! 

Paul. J was afraid! She asked me if f was happy, and 
if I should like to * my way of life. 

Brown, You answered —— : 

Poul. No! I loved you and my puppets too much to 
desertthem. Siie preesed me to go home with her. and 
appeared greatly agitated, making @ thousand inquiries 
my name, country, age. A crowd coliected—I beeame 
alarmed, tried to escaps—Time pastel by, and 1 rushed 
into his arms! 

Tims. Home Il carried him and the grand Terk like a - 
batch of bread, followed by « tali footman, but he eoulda’t 
catch ve—could he ? ; 

Brows. Very singular this} was it an siderly lady # 

Tims. Under or over forty. 

Brown, Dil she seem struck by jou? 

Tims. Ali of a heap! 

Poul, Yes—and spoke of her Jost one, her Adele. 

Jane. Well, to be sure—euppose it should be bis mother 
and Mise Adole. his sister. 

Paul. Mother! my mother! Ob, what happiness— set 
me fly to seek her again. (sushes up Cc.) 

_ Brows. Stop—stop i my dear boy, chis is mere suppovie 
piign! we have nopropf—acclueé 
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Jane, Oh, you odioas Tims! He's spoilt every thing by 
carrying you of. 

Tims, How could | tell, Miss Jane, 1 never knew he had 
2 mother. * : 

Brown. Remain here, I'l! go into the square and ine 
quire of the policeman, he may know the carriage. Don’ 
quit the house. { Bait c.) 

Jone. 1’ii take eare of that, uncie. (crossing to Tims, 
who is 2. BH.) You cas go, Tims—you are not wanted, 
Time. 

Tims. I’ve brought you a little present, Miss Jane. 

Jane. What, pray P 

Tims, (gives her'@ enall. leaf) Part of my savings<a 
dead mau— and this pareel. 

June. (throwing them away. 3tuff ! 

Time. hing} She calls my bread stuff! Ah she’s tee 
erto,lean on my staf of life! (sighs, end exile 
'¥, Ce) 
ane, (watching him, lenghe, and runs to Poul.) Now, 
then, we are elome—quiek! tell me who you think yea 
are! 

Paul. Nobody } 

dane. Nonsense j [ts my firm belief you are the Emperor 
of Newfoundiand —or king of that place where the savoy 
cabbages comes from! And now let us look at that silly 
goose, Tims’s present. (opene pareed,) What's here ?-~—a 
gown, shawl, andcap! Idiot! 

Pel. Don't you value them ? 

Jane. Not 1! you may have them. 

Paul, And wear them ? 

Jane. That would be eapita: fen! you'd make a oles 
little girl} 

Paul, Vil try, 

Jane. Go along silly, let _us talk of vir parests eed 






Paul. This pretty cap and ribbons, | will wear them. 
(going u. n.) 

Jane. Stay—stay— dear! 

Pau. No, ne—1 wil! try. 

(They struggie to the door, L. A., he suddenly breaks from : 

Aer, and runs off laughing, t. A. door.) 

Jane. (calling cfter hiw) Paul! Pael ! dear Paul! come 
back! He only does this to escape. The tyrant! 1’u 
sure he’s somebody. His white bands, and delieate fea- 
tures, bespeak a high sphere! Oh! if I were elevated up 

M ko " . \. & ” 







Vale 
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me, wouldn't our stop girle be astonished, and boil over 
with envy, (sé wilting across te window #, ".) 

Tims. (peeping inc.) 1 wonder if my pres-ot bas pro- 
ducet any eff.ct. F oery’s geners'ly a good bait to catch 
a female faney. (coming forward) There she stand-, like 
the figure of the Greek siave. ail robed in native virtue — 
she hus deatroyed my happiness 

B ly sings without, “ Love launehed a Fairy Bout” 
That low feliew coming up; if I’m seen be’:l make game 
of me, Oh, love it <corchys me up like a batch of burat . 
bread ! (Hives carefully behind some coal sacks, which are 
— mm the corner, a. H. flat.) These bags will stifle me— 

ut Id willingly rush inte a hot over to escape him and 
hia’. : 

Jare. (who bud gone to G. dD. on hearing Billy sing comes 
forward) 1 really think 1 have hit upon a method tv rouse 
his jealousy. Ill pretend to admire another —fall despe- 
rately in love with — — . 

ily re-enters G., singing “ Rule Britannia,” shouldering 
a2 broom, and followed by all the Ragged Scholars, c.) 

Bill Atrention! Shoulder arme— ey-e front — make 
realy —present—fire' (oes through the evolu:ione.) 

Jane. Whatever are you doing ? 

Bill, Learning the soldiering business! The British 
Lion’s shaking his mane, and getting his bristies ep for a 
row. Um going into the birch broom brigade, to defend 
the parish pump. Quick march fire? 

Jane, What are you doing ? 

Bill. Ash the newspapers? “ England expects every 
man to do his duty!” And wont we do ic neither eb, 
boys q . 

Boys. I believe you, re 
Jane, Be careful of yourself, sweet William,—if you 
were killed —— : 

Bil’ You'd be precioue giad of it. 

Jane. Notso. i've changed my mind. 

Bild. Weil, women are like weathercocks — always a 
obanging. 

Jane. Perhaps I might be induced to think better of you 
— 0 time. 

Bilt. You can’t think much worse, miss, 

Jane. Pardon me for the past. 

Bilt, Eh? what's o'clock now ? 

Jane, You caiked of marrying! 

Bui, tt wae alltalk, I bave changed my mind now, _ 
e. Unrelenting manstesS--- 2 2 — —*— 
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Bil, 1 thought it was only married meu they made mon- 
sters cf? 

Jane. It 1—T——could persuade myself to—to—you ua 
derstand ? 

Bill, No! nor don’t want, Miss Jane. I'm going to give 
myself upto my country, and be covered all over with gtory 
and pipecias, for nivepence a day and my wittals—so you 
mev go snd marry leetie Pau!. 

Jane. Never i 


Paul enters from t. B, door dressed as a girl. Mr. Brown 
enters fromc. same side. - 


. 


Panl. You never will, Miss Jane ! 

All. A givil 

Tims. (pezping from the sacks) Io my clothes! 

Bil. The bov's a girl! Here’a a go! Weill, if they 
elranges em in the Bagred Schools, | wonder when my 
tura willeome? 4 girl! 

Brown. (1. 8.) Yes, a girl!’ Up to this time it was my 
wixh that ehe wore the dress of a boy, in order to protect 
her from the snares that poverty and indigence spreacs 
round the weakness of her sex. 

Jane. <u. HB.) The forward bold minx—deceive me ‘oo, 

Poul. (laughing) Can’: you iove me stili, Miss JaneP 

Bill. «coming down c.) [ can, Master—Mis« Paul—I— 

Puut. 1 cha.l continue to love you ali—as frieuda, as bro- 
thers ! 

(Moise of carriage heard-. All run up.) 

Jane. A carriage stopping atour door. A lady and 
footman. They are coming up staire, 

Biil. (running to c. door) This way—wak up—and 
mind the twist in the stairs! we 


Two Footmen enter C,and Madame Lemuel. 


Mad. L.(c.to Brow.) Have you a littie Savoyard boy, 
sir, in yout school? 

Bidl. (rn. c.) The boy’s a giri if you pleage, mom ! 

Mad. L. Tell me, I intreat, how—when—did you receive 
this child ẽ 

Brown. (R. #.) Ten years since, madam, from an Ita- 
lian peasant; dying im this country, he left ber in my 
charge. of 

Mad, L. Did he say what country he brought her from? ~ 

Brown. Savoy, madame; she was icft in hie cottage, aa ~ 


3 “ Te - 


— —— 
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Med, L. (reads it with emotion) M 1 my owna— 
long lost child! My Adee! found ! (Paul rushes 
to her arms. ) 


Poul, Mother! Joy! joy! you my mother? 

Bik. (:rossing ton. 4. corner, wiping Sis eyes). Here’s 
a Teoting wind up» Why don’t my mother come and claim 
her lost Billy ? 

Mad. L Are you thenrestored to me, darling—ob ! whats 
happiness! Biches, name, station in society, ali are yours, 

A secret marriage comprlied me to resort -o the eruel 
necessity of abandoning you, my treaeure, fora time,— 
every search had been made hopelessly —to continue it 
brought me o England, —almost despairing | had given up 
the task, when you suddenly appeared with your puppets in 
the aquare,—overpowered by emotion, [ wished to detain 
you, but you fied from me, . 

Tims. (appears covered with soot, coming down 0.) I fled 
wih him, my lady,—my mame’s Thomas Time, fancy 
baker, &c, Dinners aud bakings carefully attended to. 
(44 laugh— Bill throws him into BR. H. corner.) 

Mud. L, Let us hs my dear one—to your home—your 
mother’s home ! 'o Brown) Money can soarce 
the debt of gratitade due to your goodness, 

Brown, | merely did my duty, madam, 

Paul. (iaking his hand) More—more—my friend—my 
father! Who taught me to do right, to love virtue, abhor 
vice ? who denied himself many comforts to give me ieatn= 
ing P watehing over—procectiag me! we will mever part—= 
my home is yours! Mother, shall it be soP ; 

; Hod. L. Willingly, love; you sha!l provide for all your 
riends. 

Bill, Huzza! I shant list now; and, if Miss Jane woat 
€ ange her mind again. why — (takes her hand.) 

Paul, They have ali been brothers to me ia adversity, 
let them be sharers in prosperity. . 

Bill, Hotza | boys — we'll al! emigrate—settle down as 
seitlers— earn our livings like good uns —do credit to Old 
Engiand and the Ragged Schoo!s. Hurrah! we'll havea 
day of it! 

‘aul. Siny—-stay | we muat first aek permission here. 
These are the real patrons of our Regged Schools—+heir 
Cheering smiles will teach us. 

Bill. Attention—eses rizht—-present brushes! ( Boys de 
20, forming « line, To aud:ence) Piease, you know me, 

and I hopes you’ il pardon a poor ¢ hsp, if i'm a bis toobotd, 


oe TER RAGGRD SCHOOL. ; 
Ragged ou'll patronize us, ite al} right 
meilgo te wort — ally I and 
beetle Paui! 


_» Tedleauz. 
Curtain descends to queck monkey muste. 
— 
—* 


LL OF THE CURTAIN, 
Boys. Boys. Boye. 
ootman. Footman. 
Tims. Jane. Billy. Mad. I, Paul. Brown, SulkySa 
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